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"I don't think I ever met the Brownings," he said. "The reason I did
not write verse was that instead of saying what I wanted to say in it I
had to say something that would rhyme and to find the rhyme I had to
go right through the alphabet... a most wearying experience; though I
must say I often helped William Morris with the right word when he
was stuck. I only like to do things that I find easy, like writing plays.
William Morris was like that. He found he couldn't paint so he gave it
up. He said: 'Never do a thing that you find difficult, because another
person who finds it easy will beat you at the game.' "
"Now my impression is," I said, "that the person who persists and
surmounts every difficulty, like yourself, for example, reaches a higher
level than the easy going person."
"Stuff and nonsense! The only difficulty I had to surmount was
poverty. It was only when I married wealth that I was able to settle down
and write unactable plays like Back to Methuselah. The aim of every
artist is to reach the unattainable and that can only be reached when you
don't have to cut the path with your own hands."
"Yet the path has to be cut."
"There are always people willing to hurt themselves for you. Those
never succeed themselves. The self-sacrificer is always a drag, a responsi-
bility and a reproach which nobody likes to admit. The result is that the
self-sacrificer finds consolation in his failure while the self-helper goes
marching on."
"Karl Marx led you to hate material exploitation but you still seem
to justify Samuel Smiles."
He stiffened and spoke slowly and decisively. "I am only stating a
fact! We must get the facts of human nature correct before we start
tackling its problems. It is no good, you'll never get anywhere until you
set to work to find out what the world is really like. What you suppose
is the real world does not exist and men and women are made by their
own fancies and live in their own imagination. The disillusion which
would make you tragic makes me only derisive. I inherited a comedic love
,of anticlimax from my father. With me life is too horrible to weep
bitter tears, I must retreat to my shelter and indulge in a laugh all to
myself over it."